The George Sand-

south of France. He is overwhelmed by an unconquerable
melancholy. Isn't it queer! He who was so gay, formerly 1

My Heavens! What a beautiful and farcical thing is the
life of the desert Fathers! But without doubt they were all
Buddhists. That is a stylish problem to work at, and its solu-
tion would be more important than the election of an
academician. Oh! ye men of little faith! Long live Saint
Polycarp!

Fangeat, who has reappeared recently, is the citizen who,
on the 25th day of February, 1848, demanded the death of
Louis-Philippe "without a trial." That is the way one serves
the cause of progress.

CXXII.    To GEORGE SAND

What a good and charming letter was yours, adored master!
There Is no one but you! upon my word of honor! I am
ending by believing it. A wind of stupidity and folly is now
blowing over the world. Those who stand up firm and straight
against it are r;are.

This is what I meant when I wrote that the times of politics
were over. In the 18th century the chief business was diplo-
macy. "The secrecy off the cabinets" really existed. The
peoples still were sufficiently amenable to be separated and to
t>e combined. That order of things seems to me to have said
its last word in 1815. Since then, one has hardly done any-
thing except dispute about the external form that it is fitting
to give the fantastic and odious being called the State.

Experience proves (it seems to me) that no form contains
the best in itself; orleanism, republic, empire do not mean any-
thing anymore, since the most contradictory ideas can enter
into each one of these pigeon holes. All the flags have been so
soiled with blood and with filth that it is time not to have any
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